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its leaders. While the Congress had its groups, divisions
and camps, Sarojini Naidu was acceptable to all. No one
seemed to min^ her feminine intrusion or the way she
dismissed, with a remark, the various political leaders,
including Gandhi and Jawaharlal Nehru.
"That little monkey has been at it again/' she said to
me one morning.
"Monkey?" I said in astonishment.
Later I discovered she was referring to Gandhi. It was
meant to be a term of endearment.
"Jawaharlal is only a buccha" she said.
Buccha meant a kid, and whether the great Nehru
liked it or not it still remained her verdict on him.
In comparison with other Indian women, especially
those who dabbled in politics, Mrs. Naidu retained,
even at her mature age, an amazing sense of humor.
She told many stories at her own expense. At a college
in Lahore which she addressed, the president of the
college student society had enthusiastically called her
India's greatest and most public woman.
Mrs. Naidu's company relieved much of the mo-
notony of those long hours we waited each day before
the proceedings began.
Gandhi was not present at that session for, at the
time, he was fasting elsewhere on a political issue. But
in spirit he was there. There was a grass hut on the
edge of a boulder overlooking the Narbada River which
was reserved for him. A Congress volunteer kept guard
over it and the villagers came to see it as if it were a
temple of worship even though there was no idol there.
After an hour at Tripuri I would be covered with
dust, which would get into my nose, throat and ears.
There were no trees and the sun was scorching hot. The
ground was like an arid desert. An odd mixture of